Gustave Flaubert Letters

well again, I collapsed. It will be nothing, but I have not the
strength to write. I embrace you, and I count on seeing you
soon.

G. Sand

CCXXVII.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT

Paris, Monday, 3 June, 1872,
Rue Gay Lussac, 5

I am in Paris, and for all this week, in the horror of per-
sonal business. But next week will you come? I should like to
go to see you in Croisset, but I do not know if I can. I have
taken Aurore's whooping-cough, and, at my age, it is severe.
I am, however, better, but hardly able to go about. Write me
a line, so I can reserve the hours that you can give me. I em-
brace you, as I love you, with a full heart.

G. Sand

CCXXVIII.    To GEORGE SAND

1872

The hours that I could give you, dear Master! Why, all the
hours, now, by and by, and forever.

I am planning to go to Paris at the end of next week, the
14th or the 16th. Shall you be there still? If not, I shall go
earlier.

But I should like it much better if you came here. We
should be quieter, without callers or intruders! More than
ever, I should like to have you now in my poor Croisset.

It seems to me that we have enough to talk about without
stopping for twenty-four hours. Then I would read you Saint-
Antoine, which lacks only about fifteen pages of being finished.
However, don't come if your cough continues. I should be
afraid that the dampness would hurt you.
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